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APPENDIX A
THE MOURNERS

nhe body was firsttakento Pompadour's house in Ver-
sailles; there it remained for two days inher bedroom
transformed into a chambre ardente hung with black
and lit by brown funereal tapers. At the end of two days, it
was taken in the evening for a ceremony to the parish church
of Notre-Dame, which is quite near the house. Then, in the
twilight, the long procession of hired mourners following the
hearse started on the road to Paris. A bill for funeral expenses
reveals that the way was wild with lashing wind and rain. The
hats of the retainers got blown off into the ditches, which were
full of water, and it had grown too dark to recover them. No
candle would stay alight: the black draperies billowed and
tugged at first like evil spirits until they became sodden with
rain.

The marquise has chosen bad weather for her journey/
Historians wishing to blacken the character of Louis XV have
quoted against him these words he is supposed to have said at
six o'clock that evening, as he watched the convoy from his
balcony overlooking the aventie de Paris. They have omitted
to mention the account of Dufort de Cheverny, which
reveals the grief of friendship, though perhaps not of love.
The King ordered the door of his private closet to be shut,
took his valet de chambre Champlost by the arm and went with
him on to the balcony. Unmindful of the rain which was
soaking his head and clothes, he strove through the gathering
darkness to look at the hearse for the last time. It grew smaller
and smaller in the distance. Then a speck and he could see it
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